ACT II               PRIVATE    LIVES
AMANDA :   Match ?
ELYOT (impatiently): Wait a minute, can't you ?
AMANDA : Chivalrous little love.
ELYOT (throwing the matches at her) : Here.
AMANDA (coldly): Thank you very much indeed.
(There is a silence for a moment.)
ELYOT : You really can be more irritating than
anyone in the world.
AMANDA : I fail to see what I've done that's so
terribly irritating.
ELYOT : You have no tact.
AMANDA :   Tact.    You have no consideration.
ELYOT (walking up and down) : Too soon after dinner
indeed.
AMANDA : Yes, much too soon.
ELYOT : That sort of remark shows rather a common
sort of mind I'm afraid.
AMANDA :  Oh it does, does it ?
ELYOT : Very unpleasant, makes me shudder.
AMANDA : Making all this fuss just because your silly
vanity is a little upset.
ELYOT : Vanity : What do you mean, vanity ?
AMANDA : You can't bear the thought that there arc
certain moments when our chemical, what d'you call
'ems, don't fuse properly.
ELYOT (derisively) : Chemical what d'you call 'ems :
Please try to be more explicit.
AMANDA : You know perfectly well what I mean, and
don't you try to patronise me.
ELYOT (loudly) : Now look here, Amanda------
AMANDA (suddenly): Darling Sollocks 1 Oh, for God's
sake, Sollocks 1
ELYOT : But listen------
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